2i8               THE SILENT ISLE

of chivalry, and it struck me as deeply pathetic to
see him smiling indulgently, but with a sad and
bewildered air, at the terrible snobbishness, to be
candid, which his lively wife's conversation * re-
vealed. She was for ever talking about " the right
people/' and the only subject which seemed to
arouse her enthusiasm was the fact that she had
been received on equal terms by some of the wives
of neighbouring squires. The Major tried to give
a pleasant turn to the conversation, and when he
was alone with me, after praising the practical
good sense of his wife, added, " Of course she hasn't
quite settled down yet! She has lived rather a
1 poky life, and the change has upset her a little,"
That was the nearest that the good fellow could
get to an apology, and it touched me a good deal.
I did my part, and praised my hostess's charm and
beauty, and expressed gratitude for the warmth of
my welcome.

But now that I have had time to reflect on the
situation, I am not at all sure that the Major is not
to be congratulated after all. He has got before
him a perfectly definite occupation, and one which
he will fulfil with all the generosity of his nature.
He was a lonely man before' his marriage, and,
like all lonely men, was becoming somewhat self-
absorbed. Now his work is cut out for him. He
has got to make the best of a tiresome and un-
sympathetic wife. I will venture to say that if the
Major lives to be eighty, his wife will never suspect
that he does not adore and admire her. He will
never say a harsh or unkind or critical thing to her.